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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
This is a 2-part story. The first part is featuring Izzy and Steven and the second will feature Izzy and Duff. 


There are few things worse than having a sleepless night in a tour bus. 

If you can't sleep at night when you're home, you can do something about it. 

There's the obvious. You jerk off. Usually, that does it, right? Keeps your mind off whatever you were thinking 
about, releases tensions, makes your body happy and in need of some rest. Easy. But I've done this already and 


| still can't sleep. 


So if | were home, I'd go watch tv or eat something, or just get busy and clean the kitchen - yes, sometimes, 
it helps me relax, don't fucking judge me - or I'd get dressed and go drive around in the middle of the night. 


Unfortunately, l'm not home. I'm on a fucking tour in a bus. At this point, if playing with yourself hasn't done 


the trick, it sucks. You're lying in your bunk, annoyed and bored to death, and really all you can do is wait til 
you eventually fall asleep. Alternatively, you can get out of your bunk, go the back lounge area and sit there 
just as annoyed and bored to death as before and you wait till you fall asleep. The only added benefit of the 
second option is that there is more leg room. And you can turn on the tv and shut off the sound and watch 
silent porn. Which is not something that | fancy too much. 

Anyway, as | was saying, there are few things worse than having sleepless nights in a tour bus but with my 
legendary luck, | managed to have a sleepless night in a tour bus while Steven was also not sleeping. That was 
worse. Way worse. And when he had cornered me in the back lounge, there was no escape. 

"| can't sleep," he tells me when he walks in. "You either?" 

Stevie and | usually have little to say to each other. Even our common state of sleeplessness doesn't help us 
bond. | give him a look that undoubtedly should make him understand that | don't wanna talk but it's Steven so 
he doesn't get it, of course. 

"We could play poker,” he suggests. 

"We're only two, its boring just with two people." 

‘Its not boring if we play strip poker," he giggles. 

| stare at him. Then | pinch the bridge of my nose and take a deep breath before answering. 

"We are both just wearing boxers. After one round, one of us will have clearly won" 


Steven looks down at himself, just to check that he is indeed only wearing his underwear, | guess. 


"Then we play unstnp poker," he replies. "Like the guy who loses has to put on more clothes." He smacks his 


forehead with one hand and punctuates the whole thing with a "Duh!" 

Im baffled 

Okay, so actually, | am probably sleeping and this is just a nightmare. Soon | will wake up. At least, | hope so. 
"Steven, shut the fuck up and let me try to fall asleep here” 

"Alright, no card games," he sighs. 


| recline against the sofa and close my eyes. Maybe if | pretend to fall asleep, he will keep it quiet and go back 
to his own bunk and | will have the lounge for myself. Let's try this. 


Twenty seven seconds later, Steven nudges my shoulder. 


"Hey! Look what | found! 
| make an annoyed growling sound and keep my eyes closed 

"Look! We need to do this test! 

"What test?" 

| regret having asked the question already, 

"Looks like a girl magazine. They have a test about us. See?" 

| let out a long sigh. 

"| don't see anything, Steven My eyes are closed" 

"Open them!" 

Fuck, the guy doesn't register subtlety, does he? 

| eventually open my eyes. 

"| dont care about a bullshit test telling me if girls know our band, Stevie" 


Steven hops on the couch next to me and brandishes the magazine in my face. 


"No, it's not about knowing the band. It's to see which one they should date. Like..The test will tell them who 
they are more compatible with. Wow. Cool, huh?" 


"What the fuck?" 

| snatch the magazine from Steven's hands, hoping that his limited brain capacity has had him misunderstand 
whatever it says the test is about but my eyes virtually bleed when | see a picture of our bands and big bold 
red letters at the bottom of the magazine cover announcing The ultimate fest to fell you which gunner you 
should be dating 


Steven takes advantage of my momentary stupefied state and get the magazine back . 


"We should totally keep this stuff for when we meet groupies, so we know which one each of us should have," 


he states. "Let me read the instructions to see how that works." 


| turn around and look at him. He's chewing on the end of a pencil - where did he get one? - and deeply 


focuses on the two lines of text at the top of the page that says you have to answer each question by 
choosing the reply that fits best your personal taste or your dream boyfriend profile. 


Right. Like any of us is dream boyfriend material.. 

"Okay, I'm going to read the questions and you answer them," Steven tells me. 
| raise an eyebrow and feel the need to protest. 

"Why? Why would | answer the questions? It's for girls." 

Let's pretend we are girls," Stevie chuckles. 


| am about to strangle him. | make a move and he retreats towards the other side of the couch but he's not 


scared enough to give up on the idea 
"Do this with me, come on, its going to be fun.. Then | leave you to sleep here alone. | promise." 


This little shit knows | hate having company when | can't sleep but | have no choice and | don't want to spend 


the next hour arguing with him. | move back in my spot. 

"How many fucking questions?" 

Steven counts them, although from where | sit | can see each one is preceded by a number, which obviously 
indicates how many questions there are. Sometimes, | really wonder how his brain is wired and how he can 
manage to put his pants on. 

"B questions." 


| had gathered that much. 


"Let's start. The first one is easy, | think. Question number |: what is your favorite animal? a) a cat, b) a large 


dog, c) a small dog, d) a snake, e) | love all animals equally" 

Steven looks at me with a big smile. "What do you want to answer?" 

| shake my head in disbelief Is this really happening or l'm just going through a very freakishly bad trip? 
"Come on. | think | know what you want to answer but you have to tell me. We should not cheat! 


| close my eyes and rub the heels of my hands over them till | see little white spots. When | open my eyes 


again, Stevie is still there, pencil in one hand, magazine in the other, watching me intently. | give up. 


"A large dog.. that will bite your fucking head off" 
Steven smiles widely, like he hasn't heard the second part of my reply. 


"| knew it," he nods while scribbling down something on the magazine page. "| think the snake answer is for 


Slash." 

"Jeez, you think so?" 

Steven nods again, in a more determined fashion. 

"Yes, | don't like snakes and Axl either. And you took big dogs.. And since Slash has a couple of snakes.” 
"Fucking move on to the next question," | hiss. 

No way he's gonna comment about each of these moronic questions after | give an answer. 


‘See? You're impatient to continue already. Okay, so question 2: what is your favorite color? a) anything with 


paisley print on it, b) caramel brown, c) black, d) white or e) pink" 

"Blue. Dark blue.” 

"That's not listed. Do you want me to repeat?" 

"No." 

"Okay, then which color?" 

| will never manage to go through eight questions without hurting him. 

"Black." 

"c) black," Steven acknowledges solemnly. "Next question. You're going to like it, its more musical." 
| roll my eyes till they hurt. 


"Who is your favorite artist or band? a) T-Rex, b) Bob Dylan, c) The Rolling Stones, d) Elton John, e) The 
Clash" 


| don't answer right away and catch myself actually thinking seriously about the question. What the hell is 
wrong with me? Clearly the lack of sleep is affecting me. 


"The Clash," | say randomly, but | could have said Dylan or the Stones. | think the proximity to Steven is 


exacerbating my pissed-off teenager side that | didn't know | still had. 

Steven is oblivious and diligently records my answer. 

"Question 4. Ok, now.. This is getting more complex. Your preferred holiday destination: a) a buzzing nightlife 
spot close to a popular beach in Florida, b) a high-end theme-hotel with casinos in Las Vegas, c) a deserted 
tropical island in the Pacific, d) a 5-star secluded posh resort nestled among vineyards, e) any sunny place 
where you can do various outdoors sports and activities.” 

| start to think that if | actually put my brain into this, maybe it will lull me into sleep. Like counting sheep. | 
discard the first two options right away and even if the deserted island sounds like a great idea - | wish | 
were on a deserted island right this moment, feeding Steven's hairy limbs to the sharks - being able to ride 
my dirt bike and skate and surf is cool so | go with the last option 

| see Steven drawing a circle around the answer | chose and then he starts to laugh. 


"Easy one for you now. What is your favorite drink? a).." 


"Steven, you don't have to repeat a, b, c and all that each time. Just read the fucking answers and | will pick 


one," | snap. 
Anything to get through this faster and be left alone, for fuck's sake. 


"Oh? Okay. Then.. Coke, vodka, Jack Daniels, anything with alcohol as long as the glass has a colorful paper 


umbrella or gin" 
"The colorful paper umbrella" 


Steven gives me a half-surprised half-hesitant glance but then puts the pencil on the paper without further 


comment. 

"IFs a joke, you moron. You know what my answer is." 
"So not the paper umbrella?" 

"Gin!" 

"Shhh... You're gonna wake Axl up." 

"How many more questions?" 


Steven taps the pencil on the magazine while he counts the remaining questions, twice, to be sure he counted 


right. 


"3" 

"Question 6: describe your parents' reaction when you usually introduce them to your boyfriends. They 
normally: a) laugh at him, b) approve of him, c) freak out, d) are worried but without knowing why, e) are 
charmed." 

Steven looks at me when he's finished reading out the question and answers. | don't tell him again that he can 
stop stating the letter in front of each reply. His squirrel brain obviously has already forgotten what | just 
told him. 

‘lam not sure | understand the question," he tells me very seriously. 

| guess the answer corresponding to him in this question is a) but | don't say anything. 


"| can be fucking charming when | want. The last one," | tell him. 


"But it is not about you, lzzy. You have to picture yourself being a girl who is bringing her new boyfriend to 
her parents to meet them. So what do your parents think of your boyfriends usually?" 


"Steven, for god's sake.. | don't give a flying fuck what my parents think of my girlfriends - or boyfriend if | 
had one. | am not trying to ace my SAT test here. | just want to fucking finish so you leave and | can try to 
sleep." 


Steven grumbles something and | feel a headache coming. 


| tune out for the rest of the test, randomly choosing letters corresponding to answers | didn't even listen to 


when he read them to me. Once we are finally done, Steven sighs and twirls the end of the pencil in his hair. 


"Damn... [ts not easy to get the results. You gotta match the answer letter of each question with a symbol 


and then count the different symbols to see which one you have more." 
"Right. So kinda like advanced quantum physics," | snort. 
"Maybe? Do they have symbols you have to count too?" 


| cannot take this anymore so | stand up and grab the magazine out of Steven's hands. | throw it on the floor 


and stare down at Steve. 
"| did the stupid test so now you go back to your bunk and you leave me the fuck alone, Stevie. Ok?" 


l'm not sure how | managed not to scream at him while saying all this but | did. | guess my tone was 


threatening enough though because my favorite drummer finally scampers off, leaving me on my own. At last.. 


| let myself fall back on the couch and put my legs up on the small table. It's not exactly comfortable and | 
should have thought about grabbing the blanket that is crumbled on the floor but it's out of my reach. | don't 


want to move anymore. I'm mentally exhausted. 


Maybe after all this, | will fall asleep. 


Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Here is part 2, less crack fic, more teasing fluff 


Maybe after all this, | will fall asleep, 
Famous last words... 


| don't know how long it's been since Steven has left to get back to his bunk but | am still awake. I've ended up 
picking up the blanket to wrap myself in it. Its more comfortable but its apparently not cozy enough to make 


me sleep. 


I've also pulled all the curtains so | don't see the highway lights flashing each time we drive past an exit or 
entrance ramp. There is one curtain that doesn't completely close and | can still see light filtering now and then 
in the lounge from that corner. That is annoying. Next time a fucking journalist asks me what | dislike most 
about touring, I'll say inadequate back lounge curtains. That'll sound so un-rock n roll they won't ask me 


anything else. 


| quickly forget about all that when | spot something moving on the right towards the door. A tall and thin 
silhouette with messy hair just entered the lounge. | don't need the flicker of highway lights that's randomly 


coming past the too narrow curtains to recognize that it's Duff. 


| am not sure he can see my face and that my eyes are open since this side of the lounge where | am lying is 


pretty dark. 


‘lm not sleeping," | say so he knows he can move around without trying not to wake me up. 


| see the outline of Duff's head titling to one side before he finally takes a few steps inside. He flicks the 
switch of the small light that is hanging on the side wall. It's faint but it's a light. At least it doesn't hurt my 
eyes but it will help him navigate in the tiny space without kicking his toes into something. He's a bit of a clutz. 


"Maybe it's full moon," he says as he scratches the back of his head. "Can't sleep either." 
"No full moon. It's too dark outside for that." 
Duff looks around and rubs his hands over his bare arms. He's only wearing a cut out sleeveless old t-shirt 


and his underwear. He grabs a hoodie that was on the floor and puts it on. | think it's Slash's. He picks up the 


magazine that | threw on the floor after chasing Steven away. 


"Don't tell me you're another victim of the test 

| don't get what he is referring to. 

"Another victim?" 

Duff chuckles and sits next to me. 

"Erin brought the magazine with her and made the test for fun" Duff yawns. "Big ol mistake,” he adds. 
l'm still not sure l'm following. 

"Why?" 


"Her replies matched her best with Slash. Axl was furious and they had a fight. That's why she left two days 


ago. 
| look at Duff and snicker. 

"You're kidding? That's why she left and why Axl gave Slash the evil eye the whole of yesterday?" 
"Yep" 

Duff opens the magazine and checks the pages of the test. 

"You did it?" 


‘| didn't. Actually | was forced to by Stevie. | agreed to answer the fucking questions so he would leave me 
alone here to try to fall asleep," | explain. 


"Oh, okay." 


Duff stands up and is making his way out of the lounge. | wonder why | feel the need to tell him to stay but it 


comes out naturally. 

"Don't go." 

"You just said you wanted to be alone to sleep." 
"| said | wanted Stevie to leave me alone." 


Duff gives me a knowing smile and walks back to the couch. 


"So, just out of curiosity, what were the results?," he asks while looking at the magazine again. 


"| don't give a flying fuck what the results were and anyway Stevie thought it was too complicated to match 
the little symbols with the result grid and count the points or whatever so he didn't do that part." 


Duff reaches for the pencil that Steven left on the table and starts adding symbols and numbers together. 
When he's done, he has a smirk on his face and hands me the magazine, where his name is circled at the end 
of the answer table. 

| look at him and smirk back. 

"You just made that up." 

"No, it's the real result. I'm your match, baby," he says proudly. 

| shake my head and laugh a litle. 


"Seems like it makes you happy," | tease him. 


He runs one hand in his messy just-rolled-out-of-bed hair. If the light wasn't so dim in here, | think | could 
see him blush. 


"Well. I'd lie if | said no" 


| stare at him for what seems like too long. He's the one breaking the silence which could have been awkward - 


yet, it was not. 


| mean, hypothetically, if | had to go out with someone from the band... I'd pick you, so it's cool your answers 
matched you with me." 


| cock an eyebrow and that's when | see that Duff is not laughing or teasing me back. For a brief moment, | 
think | even see a hint of longing in his eyes but then he suddenly gets up and turns away from me, so | can't 
read him further. 

"Duff, wait" 

| sit up and grab his wrist. 

I'm sorry. | just said something stupid. As usual" 


"No, it's.. You never say stupid things, by the way. Okay, maybe when you're totally drunk." 


"I should try to get some sleep in my bunk" 


"Sit back here, Duff." 


My favorite blond stares at me and seems to hesitate but he eventually steps back in my direction and sits 


on the couch. 

"So what was that hypothetical thing you were talking about?" 

"Just as | said," he shrugs. 

If Steven and | rarely speak and have little in common, Duff and |, we are usually on the same wavelength and 
understand each other pretty well. Right this moment, though, | am not sure | know what he thinks or means. | 
reach out for his chin and make him turn his face towards me. 

"McKagan, look at me." 

"Don't call me that" 

"What? It's your name." 

"You sound like a teacher in high school." 

| can't help but smirk at that. 

"Would you like it if | were your teacher?" 

And this time, despite the relative darkness, | can see the blush on his face. 

"Oh, yeah... You'd like it” 

Duff tries to laugh it off and swats my hand off his chin 

"I think the lack of sleep is fucking up with your brain," he tells me. 

"Possible. But who cares?" 

| push the blanket off me and sit on my knees next to him. 

‘I'm cool with that, you know?" 


Duff frowns. "With that what?" 


"If you're crushing on me.. | can handle it.” 


"You wish," he snorts. 


Duff is good at many things but lying is not one of them. | scoot closer to him. He's not moving away. One of 
my hands snakes around his waist and | brush my lips right against his ear. 


"Actually | could do more than handle it. I'm not joking, Duff. If you want me to teach you anything.. Just say 


so. 
| lean back a little to see the look on his face. 
"You mean..? Izz, what do you mean?" 


"You just said you were happy seeing the test results and you'd pick me if you had to date any of us.. So | 
mean that if you want to see what it'd be like with me, I'm happy to show you." 


My hand moves away. | give him space and lean back against the couch. Still not much easier to read him but | 


guess he's processing the information and it's all becoming clear to him now. 

"But... You..” 

Duff passes a hand in his hair and closes his mouth, but he cannot keep the questions to himself anymore. 
"You like guys? | mean, like that? You.. Date guys?" 

A confused Duff is a cute Duff. 

"Dating is a stretch.. But | do guys, like | do girls. l'm an equal opportunity kind of guy." 

Correction. A blushing Duff is a cuter Duff. 

"| never... Knew. Do the others know?" 


| shrug. | don't think they do. Maybe Axl guessed but if it's the case | don't even need to ask him to stay quiet 


about it. He will never say a word to anyone, nor talk to me about it, by the way. That's convenient. 
"Probably not. Not their business anyway." 


A smile grows across Duff's face. For some reason, he's relaxing a bit now. | take advantage and scoot a little 


closer again, gauging his reaction to my approach. 


"Ive never... | don't know why | said this earlier. | meant it but l.. I've never done anything with a man" 


"You've wanted to?" 


"Not sure, it's weird. I've seen gay porn. There was this guy | knew when | was still in Seattle.. He was gay. He 


showed me stuff but | never did anything with him or.. Anyone. But | know the images turned me on" 
| smile. And now | gotta ask. 

"You've thought about me this way before?" 

"Shit, Iz... l.. Ive tried not to." 

This time | stifle a laugh. 

"You tried not to? What does that mean?" 

| didn't want you to notice and kill me," he confesses. 

"Am | that scary?" 

"You can be." 

This time, he's the one laughing a little. 


By now, he must have noticed | scooted closer and closer while we were talking. If he wanted me to keep my 


distances, he'd have said something already. So let's see if he's into experimenting or just talking. 


One of my hands is back on him, finding its way under the hem of the hoodie and around his waist and soon 


the other is rubbing the thin fabric of his t-shirt over his stomach. 
"Does that turn you on?," | ask. 


It's too dark for me to see if there's anything down there rising and demanding attention And I'm not going to 
freak him out and reach out to check - at least not yet. 


Duff nods and put a hand on my shoulder tentatively. 
"Gonna kiss you, McKagan," | warn him. 


He doesn't budge and when my lips press against his mouth, the hand he has on my shoulder slides down a bit 


and squeezes my biceps. 


Its clumsy because he wants to take the lead and so do | so | end up grabbing his face in my hands and pulling 


away a little. 


"Let me lead," | say before capturing his mouth again 

Duff resists for another second but then he gives up and lets me take control. 

"Open up," | breathe against his lips. 

Kissing Duff is both strange and familiar. There's some awkwardness that l'm sure he wouldn't have with a girl 
and he's not relaxed enough. At the same time, he tastes of cigarettes and mint, probably the same as what | 
taste. His lips are thin and his tongue is quickly duelling with mine. His other hand slowly crawls up my back. | 
can't avoid shuddering from the unexpected effect his hand has on my naked skin 

He pulls away and breaks the kiss and his hands are gone. 

"What?," | ask. 

‘lm sorry, |." 

"| liked it. You seemed into it too." 

He frowns. 

"You shrugged or.. Something 

"Yeah, out of surprise, not disgust" 

He seems relieved but still wary of something. 

‘Listen, if you wanna try something, I'm game. If you don't, lim fine too." 

"Well. It's just new to me," he says. "So can we do like... If it's a first date?" 


"Can you be clearer?" 


| mean, we don't have to go all the way, right? Even if | like how it started. | mean the others are right next 


door and..." 


Oh, God. Duff is scared for his virtue. That's something | never thought I'd hear. | stifle a laugh and pull him 


back for a kiss. | can't believe he thinks | would try to fuck him here and now. 


“Sure, Darling. I'll be a gentleman, at least tonight." 


